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Foreword 


Orutt) 

"Xove and truth combined at last! 
^>b l5 15 lb 4 V?esle?an’s ^?ask — 
3tot a lie from start to end, 

V?ljat roor* could ?ou ask? 

Valentines, from love to love, 
V?aft on gentle sigh*. 

Tfere’s a V?esle?an full of treats 
~3For youthful, eager e?es. 

ya. it yi. 
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Announcing 


The Winners of the Famil- 
iar Essay Contest for the 
Truth Number of The 
esleyan . 

MISS EUNICE THOMSON 

and 

MISS MAMIE HARMON 
Subjects “ Parsonages ” and “Bugs.” 

The prize of Five Dollars 
to be divided between them. 

N. B. — Since there were only 
two essays submitted and the 
judges were unable to decide be- 
tween the two, it was agreed to 
divide the prize. 
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Speaking the truth is like writing fair, and only comes by practice. — Ruskin. 


"Prize Essays 


Bugs 

By Mamie Harmon. 

I AM accustomed to being 
alarmed — to use a mild 
expression — rather often by 
sudden spurts of wisdom on 
the part of some of my fel- 
low-sufferers in the cause of 
knowledge, but one night I 
was particularly upset at one 
qf them. With the extra- 
vagant gestures and wierd 
expression of a Holy Roller 
she was mumbling over and 
over some word that I could 
not quite understand. “What 
in the world are you talking 
about — ‘prevent trick of us’ ?” 

I asked. “ Proven tricu- 
lus, ,, she replied disdain- 
fully. “A grasshopper’s giz- 
zard is called proventricu- 
lus,” and she continued to 
repeat it in a trance-like 
state. I was desperate. 

“Look here,” I finally said. “Before I 
live in the same house with any thing 
like that, I’ve got to know what it’s all 
about.” “I am studying entomology,” 
she said with that air of infinite and 
superior knowledge which is felt in the 
pursuit of a subject only once — just af- 
ter the first lesson. I tried to look en- 
lightened, but evidently I failed and out 
of the kindness of her heart she gave 
me the key word, “bugs.” 

Oh, bugs! That was all right. Since 
I had two brothers who were not im- 
( Continued on page 6 .) 



Parsonages 

By Eunice Thomson 


i 


HAVE decided to write 
an essay on “Parsona- 
ges,” that being the one sub- 
ject with which I should be 
thoroughly familiar, having 
been born and reared in 
them — born in one, I mean, 
and reared in a countless 
number of them, here, there, 
j and everywhere. 

Like the forlorn-looking 
caricature in “Daddy Long- 
Legs” which represents “any 
orphan,” one description will 
fit “any parsonage.” 

In the first place, par- 
sonages are always old. I 
have never seen a new one, 
with all my experience in 
parsonages; neither have you. 
I suppose that, far, far back 
in the past they must have 
all been new, since every- 
thing must have its beginning, but it 
was long before my day, and for the life 
of me, I cannot imagine how it would 
seem! Think of seeing a parsonage 
with a new coat of paint, a whole pane 
of glass for each window, and a door-bell 
that would really ring! 

A parsonage is a veritable curiosity 
shop. No tw T o articles in it ever match. 
The carpets and curtains fairly scream 
at each other, and the dining-room 
furniture proves plainer than words the 
proverb, “Variety is the spice of life.” 

( Continued on page 31 .) 
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BUGS. 

{Continued from page 5.) 
mune from that age when the favorite 
occupation is the pursuit of insects, I had 
had BUGS in my house before. I re- 
member one occasion when there were 
more bugs there than anything else in 
fact. We had done everything we could 
to oust them in a tactful way, but they 
refused to take the hint. As well as I 
remember, they belonged to that brazen 
variety called roach. While we were 
valiantly withstanding the siege of the 
insect brigade and about to’ succumb 
from starvation on account of an attack 
on our food supply, a peculiarly persist- 
ent peddler came by with what he con- 
sidered a sure roach-destroyer. To get 
rid of that pest at least and with a faint 
hope of destroying the entomological 
pests at the same time, we consented to 
watch a demonstration and the man pro- 
ceeded to murder everything on the 
place. Of course we gave in at last 
(we had too many battles on our hands 
to argue with him) and the engine of 
destruction was left in our possession. 
Mother immediately gave it a thorough 
trial. She caught a live roach (good- 
ness only knows how!), deposited him 
in an enormous tin tub, and began to 
scoot the destroyer on him with great 
vigor. To’ her delight he succumbed. 
I have always maintained that he broke 
his neck on the corrugated bottom of the 
tub, but then that’s merely a private 
opinion. 

But after countless experiences like 
that, what do we know about bugs af- 
ter all? We dissect the helpless cater- 
pillar and count all his 2,000 muscles 
and say that we know all about him. 
But he may have brains as well as 


brawn. Certainly he needs them, if he 
has as much difficulty in co-ordinating 
his 2,000 as we do in the comparatively 
simple process of patting the head and 
rubbing the stomach. How do we know 
that the world of insects is not as com- 
plicated as our own ? It is possible that, 
when we destroy an ant-hill, the in- 
habitants thereof consider it some divine 
catastrophe of as supreme importance as 
we consider the final Judgment Day. 
But whether bugs have human charac- 
teristics or not, it is certain that human 
beings have many that belong properly 
to the bug. You don’t believe me, do 
you? All the same you called a per- 
fectly respectable citizen of the United 
States a BUG the other day. You said, 

“Mr is the biggest HUMBUG 

in our community.” That is not a dif- 
ferent matter either. Do you know 
what a humbug is? YOU say it is what 
the other fellow is and you are not. 
Well, I hope so. But anyway a hum- 
bug is merely an abbreviation for a 
human bug — a person with the intel- 
lect of an insect who CREEPS and 
CRAWLS along his measly, low-down 
way in the world — a bug who HUMS 
and haws over everything he says or does 
in the effort to make it appear respecta- 
ble. There is no scientific way of deter- 
mining whether you belong to the hum- 
bug class or not. One can’t count your 
muscles and say that you are of the 
caterpillar family or examine your 
proventri cuius and decide that it has 
the characteristics of a grasshopper. But 
if your buglike brain tells you that you 
are guilty, you had better crawl on off 
in the corner before the neighbors get 
( Continued on page JJ.) 
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The truth once known, all else is worthless lumber, 

The greatest pleasure of the greatest number. — Lord Lytton. 

What Is Truth ? 

By Heloisa Marinho. 


O N a sultry summer day I pondered 
over a learned book of logic. 
Abstract reasoning never was my special 
talent, and try as I would, I could not 
find an answer to the puzzling question : 
What is Truth? As I was comfortably 
reclining in my grandfather’s armchair, 
I soon began to nod. 

I was just going to sleep when my 
eyes fell by chance on the following 
striking statement: “We can only know 
that we can know nothing, everything 
we see, hear, touch, may be so' or may 
not be so.” I started and with ever in- 
creasing interest I read on and on. 

And what was the result? Well, the 
result was that finally my mind was in 
a whirlwind of doubt. Yes, the learned 
book had proved conclusively that my 
senses were likely to deceive me at any 
time. All I saw, heard, touched, might 
be true or might not be true. 

“Is that chair a chair? Is that table 
a table? Is that window a window?” I 
tried and tried but my perplexed mind 
could not answer these profound ques- 
tions. As I could not trust my senses, 
there was no means to solve the problem. 
Worn and wearied with these deep 
queries I did the most sensible thing I 
could do, I went to sleep. 

I dreamt that I was in my own room. 
I must have forgotten all about the 
troublesome question : what is truth ? for 
my mood was cheerful. Seeing my Eng- 


lish book lying on the table, I thought 
I would study my lesson. But — as soon 
as I tried to’ grasp the book, I couldn’t 
feel it. And yet — could I not clearly 
see it lying before me? I tried again 
and again but my fingers refused to feel 
anything. Were my eyes deceiving 
me, was my touch deceiving me? Did 
the book exist or did it not exist? 

An uncanny feeling came over me. I 
looked up in despair. Suddenly I saw 
a black wall rise before me and on this 
wall I saw in fiery letters the question: 
“What is truth?” What a question 
mark! Its fiery curve had something 
cruel, mysterious about it. It grew and 
grew as though it had a secret desire 
to consume in flames anybody who would 
try to answer the question which pre- 
ceded it. 

Horror-stricken I called my sister ! 
Somebody clasped my neck from behind. 
I turned, and to my great consternation 
I couldn’t see anybody, and yet — I was 
sure somebody was there. Who’ was it ? 
What phantom was holding me? In 
fierce despair, I struggled, kicked, 
screamed. All in vain — I knew I was 
going to die the next moment and then 
— well then, I woke, thank goodness it 
was only a dream. 

There I was in my grandfather’s arm- 
chair, with a learned book of logic lying 
open in my lap. I was sensible enough 
to close it and lay it on a top shelf 
where, it is now covered with dust — 
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Truth is the strong thing. Let man's life be true. 


A "Bird 


I wonder why God made a bird? 

A feathery , downy , little bird , 

That hops and flies from limb to limb , 

And answers calls and gaily sings . 

A small , wee bit of cheerfulness , 

That picks its home ; that builds its nest } 

And strives and works to feed its young . 

/ guess that when God made the world , 

And built the forest full of trees , 

And shaped the limbs and branches slim , 
And carved the twigs y garlanded with leaves; 
And stood aloft and gazed thereon , 

He thought the tree would lonesome be 
Unless it had a gay young thing 
To sing to it and fly about 
And build its nest , and rear its young. 

He formed the creature of the air , 

The feathery , downy , cuddly thing — 

A bird. 

— Dorothy M. McKay, ’28. 
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Truth is armed, and can defend itself. It must out madam. — Massinger. 

How I Lied l 

Confessions 

By Freida Kaplan. 


S OME people claim that they are 
descended from families who came 
to America on the Mayflower; others 
insist warmly that they are in some way 
related to Pocahontas ; then there are 
many others who declare that they are 
directly descended from the Father of 
his Country, George Washington him- 
self, if not in blood, in spirit. They 
really believe that they have never told 
an untruth ! 

Now that is what I always felt until 
I began to write this. 

“I want you to confess the first— cr- 
ab -um— fabrication that you ever told,” 
I was told. 

'‘First what?” I asked dazedly. 
“Bring in the dictionary!” 

“You know,” they said. “The first 
story you ever told.” 

“Oh,” I answered, beginning to see 
light. “Why, ‘Little Red Riding Hood.’ 
I told it at a Parent-Teachers’ Meeting 
when I was in the second grade. I re- 
member the part I liked best was where 
the wolf grabbed Little Red Rid. . . .” 

“Stop! I mean the first--ah~w/2/n/M 
you ever told!” 

You could have knocked me down 
with a feather! 

“So that is what you want,” I ex- 
ploded, feeling that I had been insult- 
ed. “I never told an untruth in all my 
nineteen years of exist. . .” 

I was interrupted rudely. “You’ve 
probably told so many that you’ve for- 
gotten what the first one was.” 


Can you beat that for ingratitude? 
Neither can I ! 

Well, when the storm had subsided, 
I had agreed to the dastardly business. 
I drew out my trusty Eversharp and 
spread out a sheet of copy-paper. I 
thought. I thought hard. Yea, I even 
concentrated ! 

At the end of two hours, I had worn 
down three inches of pencil lead, eight 
sheets of paper were covered with every- 
thing imaginable, ranging from sketch- 
es of a heart-sick, lonesome cat, bearing 
a strange resemblance to Felix, gazing 
longingly at a bowl of goldfish; poetic 
outbursts rhyming “heart” with “part,” 
and “love” with “dove”; and tentative 
plans for building a X-word puzzle. 

Fearing that over-exhaustion of the 
cortex of my cerebrum might cause 
some serious mental disorder, I decided 
to quit trying for that day. 

“Diversion is what you need,” I told 
myself sagely. “You’re working too 
hard.” 

Forthwith I tripped it gaily to the 
Pharm. 

******** 

Two weeks later, I met the editor 
casually. 

“Where are those confessions?” she 
demanded sternly, fixing her eagle eye 
on me. I shivered in my boots. I 
shrank to half my former size. 

“Did I not tell you that I had never 
told an untruth?”, I asked in a pained 
voice. “Of course I haven’t written 
them, I said I wouldn’t.” 
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Truth crushed to earth will rise again, 

The eternal years of God are hers; 

But error, wounded, writhes with pain, 

And dies among his worshippers. — Bryant. 


“Now here”, she exclaimed. “If you 
never fibbed before, you're doing it now, 
because you surely promised me that 
space-filler.” I apologized humbly on 
my knees. I hied myself home. 

“Mother,” I asked eagerly, “what 
was the first fib I ever told?” (I really 
thought that she would declare me in- 
nocent ! ) 

But no! 

“Your first,” she exclaimed. “Heavens, 
I can't remember.” And then SHE con- 
centrated. We BOTH concentrated. 
We did it together, in fact, simultane- 
ously. 

“I think,” she said finally, “that it 
was when you were five years old. You 
had been feeling bad and I went to 
prepare the castor oil. When I returned 
with it you said that you felt per- 
fectly well. That night you developed 
the mumps.” 

I wasn’t surprised. At least, that 
wasn't such a bad one. Anybody would 
avoid a dose of castor oil. Ugh, I still 
hate it. 

“However,” mother continued, “it 
may have been the time that you ate the 
filling out of an apple pie leaving the 
two dry crusts. On being questioned, 
you stoutly said that the cat had done 
it.” I always did blame things on that 
cat — bless its little feline heart! Even 
when I caught the measles, I blamed it 
on the cat! 

However, I can’t blame this rubbish 
on anybody's cat. Ye editor herself is 
responsible and I hope that she gets her 
just deserts. 


I may not be a little George Wash- 
ington, Jr. Few people are. 

Anyway, it’s being rumored that all 
those pretty little tales about his truth- 
fulness are “BUNK!” 

Go on, George, cut down that cherry 
tree. I'm for you! 

KINKS 

By Elizabeth Davies. 

“o-o-o-o-o-o-OW !” 

“Be still jes’ one minute, chile, ‘till 
I kin git dis hair o' yours curled . . . 
Why wuzn’t you a boy lak yo’ ma and 
pa wanted you to be, anyhow?” 

“Can’t I be a boy yet, Mammy?” 
There was something besides a five-year 
old’s longing in my voice, I suspect. 

“Why, yes, chile, jes’ kiss yo’ elbow! 

. . . Run along now and play;” Mam- 
my grumbled as she left the room. 

As soon as I was sure that she had 
gone I closed the door and locked it in 
diabolic glee. 

Half an hour later I strolled towards 
my mother and daddy down on the 
porch. 

“Ba-aby!” Mother cried. Daddy 
turned around with a “What-now” ex- 
pression on his face. 

By this time my fine air of bravado 
was beginning to fail me. Besides, Daddy 
had drawn me alarmingly close to his 
knee. I knew what that meant. Moth- 
er was weeping softly. 

“Oh! my poor baby’s beautiful curls! 
. . . . Where are they?” 

(Continued on page 42) 
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Let others write for glory or rezvard; 

Truth is well paid when she is sung and heard. — Overbury. 


cQsten to the -JMocking Bird 

By Sara Jenkins 


4 *T ’D like to know 

A who asked Bernice 
Andrews to sing. I can 
tell you. Bernice An- 
ti re ws/’ Anne Harrow’s 
voice rose high and hurt, 

“I’ll be blamed for ask- 
ing her because I’m pre- 
siding. Who put her 
on the program commit- 
tee? Didn’t they know 
she’d sing on every pro- 
gram ?” 

“And she can’t sing. Everybody 
knows she can’t sing but Bernice her- 
self,” Mary Glum joined in the protest, 
“Why doesn’t some one tell her she 
can’t sing?” 

“Mainly because we all love her so 
well,” Beth defended, “You know we 
do. She’s a dear and she’s the best 
friend I have. She’d do anything for 
any of us. You know she would.” 

“Except stop singing!” Anne sighed. 
“You know she has sung at everything 
that there’s been to sing at since we 
were tiny things at Sunday School. I 
guess it’s too late to break a bad habit 
like that now.” 

There was the sound of a car stop- 
ping outside and Anne said, “S-sh, there 
she is.” 

Little did the exuberant Bernice notice 
the sudden quiet that followed her 
bouncing into the room. “Girls, I’ve 
the best news!” she announced breath- 
lessly, removing the heavy fur coat from 
her dumpy little figure with heavily 
jewelled fingers. “Aunt Hester has the 


loveliest man at the 
hotel. He’s John Ran- 
dall, the concert singer.” 

She paused for breath, 
smiled and dimpled as 
she began again. 

“He’s here for a rest 
and he’s so good looking 
and I’ve met him and 
I’m going to ask him to 
sing at Phil-Harmonic 
if you don’t mind. On 
our program, you know.” 

There was a general concession of 
“Yes” and “How lovely!” and of eyes 
that met with the message that now 
Bernice Andrews couldn’t sing. 

But little did they know Bernice. “Of 
course,” she hurried on, “that makes our 
program one number longer but I’m 
sure he’ll be worth lengthening it for.” 

“Sit down, Bernice, and let’s get to 
work,” Anne interrupted, all hope now 
gone of repairing the program. 

For a half hour they worked steadily. 
Then Bernice looked at the over jewelled 
platinum watch on her plump wrist and 
announced that if they were done, she 
had an engagement for lunch. “I’ll be 
glad to give anyone a lift if she’s going 
my way.” she added hospitably. “Come 
along, Beth.” 

In the car Bernice rushed on about 
the singer. “I do so want you to meet 
him, dear. You play my accompani- 
ments so well. I’m sure you’d suit him 
wonderfully. He’ll need a pianist at 
the Phil-Harmonic. I’ll take you around 
to Auntie’s and introduce you.” 
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Nothing is truer than the truth. — Horace. 


Beth smiled, “Don’t you think, Ber- 
nice, it would be better for you to bring 
him to the house to meet me?” 

“Goodness no! You’ve forgotten, 
Beth, he’s a celebrity. But you must 
meet him.” 

Beth did not meet him, however, un- 
til a week after the Phil-Harmonic pro- 
gram. Bernice confided to her that he 
had said he was resting his throat on 
the doctor’s advice and that if he sang 
once it would make turning down other 
invitations so much harder. But he was 
coming to the meeting she concluded in 
an awed, worshipful voice. 

“Deliver me from strutty male vani- 
ty!” Beth said in her heart and thought 
no more of the singer. 

The night of the program itself 
Randall did come. Beth had not 
thought that he would. Poor old Ber- 
nice! The things he would say when 
he had heard her sing. And even if he 
did not say them, he would think them 
and that was almost as bad. She was 
glad that Bernice’s song was the very 
first thing. Anne had seen to that. 

It was really a relief when Anne rose 
and announced it. Bernice in a beruf- 
fled pink dress emphasizing the pinkness 
of her arms and shoulders and pink roses 
in the blond hair which for the moment 
seemed to have taken on a pinkness it- 
self, rose and with the walk that the 
fat fondly believe to' be stately, rolled to- 
ward the piano. Beth following, looked 
like a very scanty shadow. 

With trepidation Beth struck the 
opening chords. Bernice heaved a 
breath like that of a wrestler about to' 
enter the fray and fell upon her song. 
Note above note she rose shriller and 


shriller, rising each time on her pink 
shod toes. It was the most operatic of 
Bernice’s songs and therefore her 
favorite. Beth knew it by heart. She 
played on, watching the singer in the big 
mirror above the grand piano, because it 
rather turned the knife of her vicarious 
shame in her heart. Bernice was ap- 
proaching the highest and most operatic 
note of all. She rose on her toes to such 
a height that the audience sat, as one 
person, on the edge of its seat at the dan- 
ger of it, and she shook out the note with 
the energy of a fat puppy shaking water 
from his coat. The note was at least 
two tones flat, as was the trill which 
brought her heels again to the ground. 
Beth saw Randall wince for the first 
time. Before, his face had been as 
blank as an Indian’s. She was divided 
between admiration, which would crop 
up, and hurt, w T hich she tried valiantly 
to keep on top. 

Bernice gave a pink curtsey and 
moved to her seat composedly to enjoy 
the rest of the program. Beth crept away 
to help with the refreshments. 

The week which followed the one in 
which Beth did not meet John Ran- 
dall, she heard of nothing else. Bernice 
was giving a dinner in his honor, which 
she claimed was to celebrate her birth- 
day which had been four months before. 
The affair grew more and more ornate 
in Bernice’s mind. Twice Beth cut down 
the number of guests. Three times she 
changed the decorations. She worked 
over the proper seating of the guests and 
labored over entertainment for the 
evening. Poor Bernice, who did not 
know’ that the whole town was laugh- 
( Continued on page JJ.) 
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To <AMy Valentine 

Fd like a Valentine for you 

But nothing worthy have I here 
Fd like to give myself , it y s true 
But lacking that — since I can not 
Fll give to you the vital part 
All brimming over with my love 
Fm offering this to you — my Heart. 
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* Tis strange but true ; for truth is always stranger than fiction. — Shakespeare. 


Valentine Traditions 

It is a strange thing that a monk should be the patron saint of the 
love of a man for a maid, and as well the love of a maid for a man. 
It is also strange that we should celebrate the day of his death for the 
day on which to show that kind of love. 

There is some disagreement as to just who Saint Valentine, the 
patron of the day was, and how he became that patron. One authority 
proclaims that there was only one Saint Valentine and another claims 
that there were two. No matter the number, whether he or they, Saint 
Valentine was executed in the Christian persecution under Claudius, 
emperor of Rome, in 270 A. D. on the fourteenth of February. The 
authority who claims there were two Saint Valentines says that they 
were buried some miles from Rome and no longer claimed as citizens 
of that city. 

No record of the first Valentine’s Day remains. It dates very far 
into the past, however. Nor is there any reason, so far as can be seen, 
why the day should be connected with the martyred saint, or saints. The 
old celebration was begun on the evening of February thirteenth when 
the young people of the village gathered and the young ladies put their 
names in a box. The young men of the village then drew these names 
by lot and the couple thus chosen were valentines for each other. Love 
messages were sent on the next day from each to the other. 

The customs of the day are practically of the past. It has become 
a day of friendship rather than one of love and is celebrated almost 
altogether by hostesses and the sending of cards. One author speaks 
of it as a “quaint custom of bygone days.” 
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As for truth , it endureth, and is always strong; it liveth and conquer eth 
forever more . — Apocrypha. 


The Triple Alliance 


A SLEEK black head 
and a fluffy brown 
one touched above 
a book. On the book a 
pink sleeve and a blue one 
moved as hands pointed 
here and there. “I just 
know he’s going to ask 
this. He just harped on 
it!” exclaimed the owner 
of the brown head and the 
blue sleeve. 

Then, right into the 
ominous quiet reigning at 
Wesleyan on this after- 
noon of spring exam week 
came an unusual racket. 

With hoTrified glances at 
each other these two lis- 
tened to something falling 
up the steps, yes, clatter- 
ing up, for the sound 
grew nearer and louder 
each moment. Before 
they could guess what it 
could be, “it” burst in upon them. 

“Oh! Marie! Pat!” gasped “it”, 
flourishing a yellow paper above “its” 
mop of yellow curls and leaping into’ the 
bed nearest the door. Rolling her slen- 
der self over and over in her ecstacy, she 
explained her frenzy to her shocked and 
wondering roommates. “Billy Joe is 
coming! Just listen to this, ‘Greater 
Wesleyan’s first Commencement! You 
getting a dip ! What could keep me 
away? Love, B. J.’ I’m so thrilled I 
just can’t study for exams! And what 


if I should flunk? Oh! 
And I’ve got — ” She 
would have run on and 
on, if Marie had not in- 
terrupted her. 

Marie insisted, “Let’s 
don’t bubble over till 
after this week. We’ve 
just got to keep our minds 
on our exams.” 

Pat pleaded, “Please, 
Anna Bee! We’ll all 
flunk if we allow our- 
selves to think at all of 
next week.” 

Again, Marie’s black 
head and Pat’s brown one 
leaned over their book. 
Anna Bee hastily exchang- 
ed her telegram for her 
history text-book. After 
the four fifteen study bell 
rang there were many fur- 
tive glances at watches. 
At exactly a quarter to 
five, the three rose simultaneously. Pat 
very kindly offered to go get the mail. 
She scurried off and returned in a few 
minutes with four letters. “One from 
Walter, and one from Brother Bell for 
you, Marie; one for you from your 
mother, m’darling ; and one for me from 
Marion,” she enumerated as she dis- 
tributed them. 

A few minutes passed in silence as 
they read their letters. Then Marie an- 
nounced with feigned indifference, 
“Walter is coming, too.” 

In a moment Pat exclaimed, “Glory 


By Alberta Bell. 
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Truth thrives with inspection and delays; things which are false 
thrive upon haste and uncertainty. — Tacitus. 


be! I won’t be the only senior at Wes- 
leyan who hasn’t her — uh — boy friend at 
her graduation. Marion says he’ll be 
here ‘with bells on’.” 

On the eve of graduation day Anna 
Bee greeted Billy Joe in the senior par- 
lor. Immediately, they began revelling 
in old times. As their chat progressed, 
both being of excitable natures, they 
grew more and more animated. An on- 
looker at first w r ould have thought them 
brother and sister, so like in appearance 
they were. But, upon a little investiga- 
tion, one would see that they did not 
act exactly brotherly and sisterly. On 
another settee in the parloT, Marie sat 
talking in her reserved, lady-like manner 
to a very interested, interestingly hand- 
some young man. On still another set- 
tee, a tall, red-headed youth was whim- 
sically smiling at Pat. Everything seem- 
ed ideal. 

Late that night the three roommates 
in their kimonos, sat hunched up in the 
window-seat, gazing out at the moon-lit 
campus. Anna Bee suddenly blurted 
out, “Billy Joe got so serious to-night 
just before he left! I’m worried! I 
don’t even know my own mind. He and 
I have been buddies. I do love him. 
But I’m so afraid — You know what Mr. 
Smith kept telling us in chemistry, don’t 
you? About elements alike having no 
attraction for each other and opposites 
attracting each other? He said it ap- 
plied to everything! And you know 
how much alike Billy Joe and I are. We 
look the same; we act the same; we 
think the same; we like the same! And 
Dr. Quillian told us that he wanted us, 
the class of ’27 to use the knowledge and 
wisdom w T e gained here to make our 


lives a success. So I don’t know what to 
do. I’ve got to decide beforehand and 
to say ‘No’, or I’ll never be able to do 
it. Oo-o-oh!” She heaved a sigh and 
sank back on a pillow. 

Pat dolefully asserted, “Anna Bee, 
I’m in exactly the same boat.” 

“Why, Marion’s not at all like you 
are, Pat,” disputed Anna Bee. 

“I know that. It’s not that. It’s 
something else. Marion and I had an 
argument to-night that we’ve been hav- 
ing ever since we were grammar-school 
kids. Now, that I’ve finished college I 
see our difference of conviction is a seri- 
ous thing. Why he really believes that 
it is a duty to lie on some occasions. 
And there’s no excuse for lying any time. 
You know that it’s necessary for moral 
judgments to be the same for a couple 
to have marital happiness, as our ethics 
manual says. I don’t want to make a 
mistake. What’ll we do, Anna Bee?” 
Pat ended in a tone of despair. 

In her quiet voice, Marie confessed. 
“Girls, I didn’t think that anyone else 
was having such an experience as I. 
You know what a passion I have for 
purple? It’s my color, that’s all. Well, 
but it isn’t well, Walter’s color is red! 
This seems fatal. Now, psychology says 
that a person cannot successfully marry 
a person whose color clashes with hers. 

I want to heed my knowledge, as you 
do, yet — Oh, you understand.” 

After some discussion, they promised 
each other not to do anything if their 
college-bred minds say any obstruction to 
happiness. Three heads tossed on their 
pillows in room fifteen, Senior Hall, 
while their owners racked their brains. 

( Continued on page 29.) 
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T^ear Wesley anne 

I’ve looked the whole world over , 

Tve looked it up and down 

Yet nowhere else on God’s green earth 
Can such a girl be found . 

Your eyes so very merry 
Your hair so fluffy brown 

And you — why , you’re the prettiest girl 
On God’s green earth I’ve found . 

You’re a sport from the beginning > 
You’re game until the last; 

And that is just the reason 
I simply wish to ask — 

(( Will you be my V alentine?” 

— Julia Thompson. 
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"proverbs. 


^>ruth begets truth. 

^>ruth finds foes where it 
makes none. 

^>rutl) h<*$ a good face but 
bad clothes. 

^rutb stretches but does not 
break. 

— Spanish. 

^ruth will conquer: false- 
hood will kill. — Ttindoo. 

^>ruth Is a victim of its own 
simplicity. — "Arabic. 
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It takes two to speak the truth; one to speak , and another to hear. — Thoreau. 


i 


Truth Upon Honour 

Truth upon Honour is a favorite game at Wesleyan and I am sure 
you will not begrudge The Wesleyan a little indulgence in it. And it is 
your privilege to “get in the game” if you so desire. 

In an attempt to make the Wesleyan more interesting to you, with- 
out lowering its literary standard, the editors began this year offering 
prizes for various literary efforts, as has been done in several other 
college publications. 

There have been four prizes offered. There has been a good 
response, by a very small minority of the students to two of them. The 
third was called off because there were no contestants. This is the 
fourth prize in this issue and the two loyal souls who contested are 
worthy all the praise that can be heaped upon them. 

But what of those who were not interested. The truth in this game 
is that you said to yourself, “I can’t write.” Does anyone know what 
they can do until they have tried? From what class exercise are you 
excused because you “can’t?” But our desire is not to put The Wes- 
leyan on a class basis. In fact no one knows the joy and triumph of 
expressing her literary genius until she has actually done it and had it 
printed. 

Now it is your turn! Please tell The Wesleyan the Truth upon 
Honour why you do not write for its prizes! 
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O, while you live , tell the truth , and shame the devil. — Shakespeare. 

Lying 

A Book Review . 

(Labeled So You May Be Able To Tell It.) 


4 ‘Lying” is the subject of a very quaint 
and curious small volume with brick red 
covers and 283 pages full of com- 
ments on the subject. It was written 
by a lady of considerable education and 
of knowledge of human nature about the 
year 1857 if the contents and make-up 
are judged. For the sake of charity let 
us call her the Author Lady. 

The lie, which is defined by the 
Author Lady in italics as the “intention 
to deceive, either actively or passively” 
is treated in seven carefully divided top- 
ics; the lies of vanity, of flattery, of fear, 
of benevolence, of convenience, of inter- 
est, and of malignity. 

The preface, as all good prefaces 
should, presents ’steen dozen apologies 
for the writing of the book, apologies 
which the Reader (note the personifica- 
tion) is supposed to accept and murmur 
gently, “What a wonderful book this 
modest spirit will write!” 

The first apology may be considered 
an insult to Webster’s dictionary. The 
Author Lady was unable to find a 
synonym for the harsh word lie. “Some 
gentler term, some easy paraphrase” she 
sought in vain. Alas! that she had not 
lived in the days of cross-word puzzles! 
Then one of the last debaters in the De- 
bating Council would have informed her 
that a lie is also a falsehood, a prevarica- 
tion, a deceit, an untruth, a falsity, and 
a deception. 

“Our own experience in the painful 
results of lying” is the title of one of 
the most amusing chapters in the book. 


The writer spends two and a half pages 
convincing one that a lie is not a very 
present help in time of trouble. 

“For,” says she, “if a person in com- 
pany should ask me, ‘Do I not look old ?* 
‘Am I not plain?’ I own that, according 
to my principles I must, in reply, adhere 
to the strict truth after having vainly 
tried to avoid answering by a serious ex- 
postulation on the folly, impropriety and 
indelicacy of putting such a question to 
anyone.” The consequences to the in- 
quirer the Author Lady states thus: “If 
ugly, the inquirer being convinced that 
not on outward charms could he or she 
build their pretensions to please, might 
study to improve the more permanent 
graces of mind and manner. If growing 
old, the inquirer might be led by my re- 
ply to reflect seriously on the brevity of 
life and try to grow in grace while ad- 
vancing in years.” 

The consequences to the answerer the 
Author Lady gracefully, conveniently, 
and perhaps fortunately ignores. 

On the whole the book is logical and 
pleasing. Each one of the seven types 
of lying is illustrated with a story where 
the good girl tells the ferocious old rich 
lady that she wears unbecoming bonnets 
and gets folded to her bosom with the 
exclamation, “You valiant champion of 
the truth ! Will you let me support you 
in ease the rest of your life?” 

In spite of its too obvious methods of 
pointing a moral, the book is really 
clever and interesting. It is earnest and 
( Continued on page 41.) 
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Exchange 'Department 


The Erothesian of Lan- 
der College . 

T HE Erothesian staff 
is to be congrat- 
ulated upon their No- 
vember issue of this 
magazine. Every one of 
its departments is com- 
plete and makes an ap- 
peal to outsiders as well 
at to its own students. 

Margaret Wright, liter- 
ary editor has taken “Tapestry,” a story 
which deals with the idea that “life is 
an oriental tapestry — woven and inter- 
woven with a strange design of seem- 
ingly unrelated figures through which 
runs a symbolic thread binding them to- 
gether in a pattern of mystic beauty” 
and treated it in such a manner that it 
holds the interest throughout in spite of 
the fact that the final climax is apparent 
from the first. Another interesting fea- 
ture of the magazine is “A Local Color- 
ist of the Southern Highlands” by Lu- 
cille Rice. This is a colorful article on 
the life and works of Charles Egbert 
Craddock (Mary Murfree), Southern 
novelist ; who has woven much local 
color in her remarkable pictures of 
the Tennessee mountaineers, and is in- 
teresting from a biographical stand- 
point. The poetry of the Erothesian as 
a whole is not particularly clever and 
shows clearly the work of amateurs 
though occasionally there may be found 

one poem worthy of notice. 

* * * * * * 

The Logrin of Locust Grove Institute. 
The Logrin could be greatly improved 
by the addition of different kinds of 


material. It is strictly 
college-bound and deals 
only with news on the 
campus. The editorial 
on the “Evolution of 
Athletics” is the only 
article that can help to 
put the Logrin above the 
rank of a mediocre high 
school paper and The 
Wesleyan wishes to en- 
courage the staff to set 
a higher goal for their publication and 
to strive earnestly to reach this goal. 
****** 

The Carolinian of the University of 
South Carolina. 

The Carolinian shows real literary 
merit in its essays which make the maga- 
zine an organ of true literary accom- 
plishments. The staff has shown much 
wisdom in choosing and giving to the 
public the essays on Hamlin Garland, 
Gene Straton Porter, and Alan Alex- 
ander Milne which are both interesting 
and instructive. Another feature in the 
magazine which is worthy of commen- 
dation is the Book Review Department. 
This department has a particularly good 
review of one of Peter B. Kyne’s latest 
novels, “The Enchanted Hill.” The 
make-up of the whole magazine is quite 
good as poems, essays, and stories are 
alternated throughout. 

****** 

The Mount Holyoke Monthly of 
Mount Holyoke College. 

This magazine shows clever author- 
ship, both in prose and poetry. The sub- 
ject matter of the stories is most unusual, 
particularly “Dalibor.” The art of sug- 
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gestion is somewhat exaggerated in this 
story. The poem “Confession’’ expresses 
a universal feeling in good Chaucerian 
meter. “Three of Them” is splendid 
character sketching as far as it goes, but 
would it not be fairer to the gentler sex 
to represent just one of the noble souls 
who is not all pretense? 

The Book Club is an organization 
which might well be copied in other col- 
leges, and there is no more fitting place 
for its Reviews than the literary maga- 
zine. There is one thing that would 
probably improve the already splendid 
Mount Holyoke Monthly and that is a 
few departments such as the Exchange, 
alumnae, etc. A little humor would 

popularize it. 

****** 

The Aurora of Agnes Scott College. 

It is interesting to notice a re-echoing 
note of cheer for the good we have tried 
to accomplish in our various contests. 
The last word of the Editorial on this 
subject should be heralded throughout 
the collegiate world — it is “WRITE.” 
Most of the poor Editors’ troubles 
would be at an end if that could be 
made the watchword of all student 
bodies. 

The stories in The Aurora don’t seem 
to measure up to the age level for which 
they are written. Stories of children 
are often amusing, yet two are more 
than sufficient for one issue of a maga- 
zine. The structure of plots should be 
looked into by some of these writers. 
The “Salmagundi” is quite original, and 
this department surpasses all of the 
others in the magazine in literary form 
and humor. The Book Nook is to be 
commended for its fresh treatment of 
reviews. 


The Emory Phoenix of Emory Univer- 
sity. 

The Phoenix shows a varied collec- 
tion of material and we would suggest 
only one type that might be added, that 
is the truly literary article. “Lightning” 
is the only poem which merits the name, 
the rest would only make poor prose. 

What joys will come to us all when 
gentlemen magazine writers, of the col- 
legiate type, discover that they are not 
all embryo Octavus Roy Cohens! The 
negroes of the Civil War period well 
deserve literary attention because they 
are fast fading from the earth; but the 
“uppety” mulatto of today has no literary 
value except as he appeals to those who 
enjoy coarse humor of the Negro Min- 
strel type. “Mr. Bucephalus Johnson' 
is this type of story and we have noticed 
them in several other college publica- 
tions. 

Washed clean of its cynical views the 
Editorial department of “Frank and 
Ernest” would have something very 
good to say to its students about the 
“literati of Emory,” we would like to 
say, however, that “modernism” would 
probably put them in a worse place than 
the mediocre “sporting on the surface' 
has them now. The cynicism and crav- 
ing for modernism has even soaked into 
poor old Dooley’s bones it would seem. 

If the author of Isabel Whitsed sim- 
ply wanted to show how many big words 
he had learned from Cross-Word Puz- 
zles, why did he have to drag a horribly 
exaggerated character of his distorted 
imagination into it? If he believes this 
to be Realism, deliver college literature 
from anything pertaining to it. And as 
a writer of proverbs we would take 
( Contined on page 3 2 *) 
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D OES genius burn 
in your over- 
worked brain ? Then 
don’t smother it with 
ashes of parallel, and 
soot of term themes ; 
but poke it with ambi- 
tion and determination 
as Willie Snow Ethe- 
ridge did. 

Willie is an alumna. 

She grieved and re- 
joiced over grades even as you and I, but 
she became famous. You and I can, too, 
and we’ll be well-known alumnae, and 
be written about in The Wesleyan 
some day. Willie was graduated in 
1920, but it didn’t hurt her chances at 
all, for she married in 1921. 

Willie became famous writing stories, 
and she was heard to say, “I owe it all 
to you, Miss Garner,” for Willie took 
journalism. Willie wrote news stories, 
and feature stories, and got most of 
them published, which is a thing most 
people don’t do. Then Willie decided 
she would like to keep on writing fea- 
ture stories. She did, and the first thing 
you know, she got one published. Wil- 
lie wrote a story about a fishhook, and 
the American Magazine said “Yes 
ma’am, gimme,” and paid her the fab- 
ulous sum of twenty-five dollars. 

Then Willie married — in November, 
that lovely month of whirling leaves, 
and distant skies — but she kept on writ- 
ing stories, and she became so adept at 
it, that the American Magazine, Good 
Housekeeping, Success Magazine, and 


The Atlanta Constitu- 
tion would grab eager- 
ly and most selfishly 
everything she wrote. 
And now Willie never 
gets less than one hun- 
dred and fifty dollars 
a story. Think of it! 
Quite enough to buy 
beautiful frocks and 
bonnets to keep a new 
husband fascinated. 

One day a lady who thought she 
knew everything about a lot, and a lot 
about everything, wrote a great many 
disagreeable things about Georgia mills, 
and Georgia mill children. By this 
time, Willie had become very well- 
known, so the editor of Good House- 
keeping said, “Mrs. Etheridge, take all 
the time you want, and go South, and 
find out about your mills, and repudiate 
all these slanderous words.” Willie 
did, and you read her spirited and en- 
lightening article on “Cotton Mill Chil- 
dren” in the November Good House- 
keeping. 

Willie’s best known article is very re- 
cent, and proclaims to all the world that 
“Pride Cometh After a Baby.” Willie 
has two of them, and she can’t help but 
be very, very proud. 

The Wesleyan alumnae wish Willie 
much happiness, and good luck! 
****** 

Leslie Quillian, ’23, is marrying on 
February 19. The fortunate man is 
Samuel Freeman of Newnan. 

{Continued on page 25.) 


Alumnae J^inks 

Wesleyan Girls Who Have Become Famous: 
WILLIE SNOW ETHERIDGE. 

By Katherine Catchings. 
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It is always the best policy to speak the truth, unless of course 
you are an exceptionally good liar. — “The Idler” 


Qatch-zAll 

ON LIES. 

By M. K. R. and S. L. J. 

(Catch-All’s Choice for the Prize.) 

It’s lies what make de worl’ go roun’, an’ keeps yo’ haid from doin' 
de same when Mandy cotches yo’ cornin’ in late. King David say, “All 
men is liers;” dat is howcum dey makes sech good sheiks. Liese devilops 
de powers ob inventition, fo’, as de poet says, “One good lie calls fo 
annoder,” whereas Mister Burns remahk, “dey am nothin’ like deceptive- 
ness fo’ teachin’ tango-web weavin’.” 

Yo’ dominicker hen lays two-three aigs per day, an’ neber lies; but 
howsumeber de lawyer-man lay down de law, eben when he die, he lies 
still. 

An’ Ah conclusions dese thinkments with de words ob de immoral 
ginral, Gawge Washington, ‘‘A lie am an abommination to de Lawd, 
an’ a eber-present help in time ob trouble .” — Ananias Johnson. 
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SPRING OPTIMISM. 

A friend of ours: “Why so pensive, 
old top?” 

A friend of his: “Oh, one can’t help 

being happy on a day like this!” 

****** 

SHAKESPEARE NEVER WROTE 
IT: 

Prince Hal (to Worcester) : “None 

o’ your sass!” 

****** 

ON RECEIVING A YOUNG 
MAN’S PICTURE ON FEB- 
RUARY 14. 

’Twas Valentine’s — 

My heart went hop 

(And likewise jump and skip) 

The postman me a missive gave; 

I pressed it to my lips. 

(My heart went thump and pit-a-pat — 
Throb — not to mention trip!) 

My hand went quiver (also shake) ; 

My eyes went pop (and shine) 

To read th’ address in letters bold. 

(The writing sure, was thine) 

I broke the seal, — to find within 
A COMIC Valentine! 

****** 

WESLEY ANNE BLUES. 

The maiden’s mood was indigo, 

And on and on her tears did flow; 
When morning came, she could not 
think 

Where she had got the blue-black ink. 

****** 

“Verlassen”, (as the French say!) 


And he has gone away — 
(You’re wrong if this sounds sad) 
My teacher’s gone to-day 
And I get out of class. 


She (working cross-word puzzles) : 
“There isn’t anything you call Yale be- 
sides Eli, is there?” 

He (from Hahvahd) : “Er — well — 
not in three letters. 

****** 

DRAT BALLAD. 

(With proper “beg-pardons”) 

Last night at the West End Opry 
House down here, Hezekiah Hoohol- 
lerd ( news-gathering, tight-rope-walk- 
ing, Anglo, and umbrella-peddler) sang 
with much vocal vim the doleful little 
ditta: 

Only a Poor Collidge-Girlie . 

I sent my gal to collidge 
To larn to maybe spell 
Enough to help her pore ole pa 
Do X-word puzzles — Well, 

She came home in the Juning-time 
(In graduation-bloomin’ time) 

To sing her alma-mater tune: 

(CLOSE HARMONY) 

“O, FIREMAN! PLEASE turn on the 
Hot Water over in AN-NEX! 


ALUMNAE LINKS. 

( Continued from page 23.) 

Gladys Slappey, of Fort Valley, mar- 
ried Henry T. Maddux of Atlanta on 
February 4, 1925. 

****** 

Mr. and Mrs. Clyde Newman of 
Dawson, Ga., announce the birth of a 
son and heir, whom they have named 
John William. Mrs. Newman was for- 
merly Gladys Dismukes of the class of 
1922. 
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The Wesleyan Cross-Word Puzzle 



ACROSS 

1. Ego. 

2. One whom the world loves. 

6. Our government. 

8. After graduation. 

10. Do away with. 

11. To — or not to — . 

13. The inventor of trephining. 
1 5. Pertaining to air. 

1 7. They deserve the fair. 

19. A good watch. 

20. The lover’s saint. 

22. Silk (Spanish). 

23. Cures leather. 

25. Warm (Cockney). 

27. Worth a two cents stamp. 

29. French (abbr.). 

30. Above (abbr.). 

32. Wise men. 


33. Gladsome. 

34. Periods of time. 

36. The girl who stands by you. 

37. Troubles. 

38. A wood nymph. 

40. Easily broken and mended. 

41. A tree. 

42. How college boys love. 

DOWN 
1. Possession. 

3. Conjunction. 

4. The way. 

5. Past (suffix). 

7. A big boat. 

8. The whole divided. 

9. Makes good roads. 

11. Starts. 

12. Ireland’s. 

13. Lead sulphide. 


14. 

Dodges. 

15. 

Where your fate is sealed. 

16. 

Unus. 

18. 

Delights. 

19. 

How she gets in. 

21. 

How she was won. 

24. 

A lover’s meeting. 

26. 

Earth (Latin). 

28. 

The linden tree. 

29. 

Cinderella’s godmother 
(obs.). 

31. 

Beams. 

33- 

The winning post. 

35- 

Juice. 

37- 

Two valentines united. 

39- 

Department of Engineer- 
ing (abbr.). 

40. 

Half a laugh. 
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The Truth About George Washington 

By Dorothy M. McKay. 



George Washington was an Irishman, 
He lived in Paris, France, 

He dressed in all the latest styles, 

And learned the newest dance. 

One morn, while strolling in the fields, 
He spied a peach tree tall, 

‘Til cut the lovely thing,” he said, 
“Just to hear it fall.” 

The king when riding by that way 
His ruined plum tree found, 

He gave three ghastly screams of rage, 
And swooned upon the ground. 

And there upon the dusty earth 
They say he had a fit. 

“Whoever did this drasted act, 

Shall surely pay for it.” 

He cried to all his courtiers ’round, 
“Bring the unknown thief to me, 

For the one shall surely hang, 

Who cut my blooming apple tree.” 


Just then old Georgie steppeth out 
“My lord,” he cries with vim, 

“Sir Walter Raleigh cut the tree 
For I myself saw him.” 

“Alas! Alas! my Georgie boy, 

Thou never yet did lie 
And just because you saw the deed 
Sir Walter then shall die.” 

“No! No! my lord,” Sir Walter cried 
“George did the awful deed, 

I begged him stop with all my heart, 
But he would pay no heed.” 

So then the two began to fight, 

They pulled each other’s hair, 

They blacked their eyes, they yanked 
their arms 

They were an awful pair. 

The king just sent them both to jail, 

To hang at rise of sun. 

And now because they lost their heads, 
I think the story’s done. 
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Our Contributors 


Our prize essayists for this month 
are well known to the reading public of 
Wesleyan. Eunice Thomson is known 
for her poetry as well as prose. Mamie 
Harmon has appeared in The Wes- 
leyan before. They are both mem- 
bers of the Writer’s Club. 

****** 

Heloisa Marinho is on the Wesleyan 
staff, and coming to us from a foreign 
land has made her name in Wesleyan 
literary circles. 



A freshman of great promise is Dor- 
othy McKay, a writer of poetry. She 
is the freshman representative on the 
Wesleyan staff. 

****** 

As newly elected Catch-All editor, 
Sara Jenkins, is making her initial bow 
to the Wesleyan readers in this issue, 
but she is equally as proficient in writ- 
ing prose, as is shown in “Listen to the 
Mocking Bird.” 

****** 

Alberta Bell is making her bow to 
the public with her story “The Triple 
Alliance,” we know we will hear from 
her again. 

****** 

Julia Thompson is another sopho- 
more who shows promise of being a reg- 
ular contributor to The Wesleyan. 

****** 

Elizabeth Davies will be remembered 
as the author of the delightful story 
“Lily Pearl’s Thanksgiving Celebra- 
tion.” 

****** 

Freida Kaplan is advertising manager 
of the W atchtower but it is not to re- 
ceive her entire attention hereafter. 

****** 

The reviewer of “Lying” is an old 
friend. Although she holds the impor- 
tant position of editor of the Watch- 
tower she is always ready to “lend a 
helping hand.” Isabella Harris will be 
remembered as the winner of The Wes- 
leyan's October Contest for the best 
poem. 
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THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE. 

( Continued from page 16.) 

Anna Bee exclaimed ardently one time 
during the night, “I wish I had taken 
the course in ‘Cross Word Puzzles’ I 
might know how to solve puzzles.” 

In Macon at the Dempsey Hotel, 
Billy Joe was puzzling over Anna Bee’s 
changing the subject every time he began 
to work up to the subject of most inter- 
est to him. Marion was wondering why 
Pat had not argued the old question with 
the same enthusiasm, and in the old 
jocular spirit. The disappointed and de- 
jected expression on Marie’s face, when 
he had referred to the color, red, kept 
recurring to Walter. All were puzzled. 

Despite this night of puzzlement, ten 
thirty commencement night found three 
bright-eyed girls in robes, clutching won- 
derful diplomas and bidding three young 
men good-bye, but good-bye for only a 
few minutes. In room fifteen, as the 
girls quickly flung aside their robes and 
slipped into light dresses, they kept look- 
ing out of the windows and commenting 
on the “gorgeous night” and “their glori- 
ous alumnae privileges.” As they came 
back to the porch where the young men 
were awaiting them, Marie whispered, 
“Let’s remember our promise.” Strange 
to say, this did not bring a frown to any 
face. 

Late that night, again three girls in 
negligee huddled together on the win- 
dow-seat, looking out at the beautiful 
night emphasizing the beauty of the cam- 
pus. There was no knitting of eye- 
brows tonight. Tonight, these were 
happy eyes that gazed out into the night. 
Anna Bee, again, was the first to' speak, 
although it was only a word, she started, 
1 m — 

Pat impetuously threw her arms 
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around her and said softly, “And I, 
too.” 

Marie hugged them both and added, 
“Walt and I, too.” Marie explained, 
“But I didn’t break my promise.” 

Anna Bee nodded emphatically, “I 
didn’t, either.” 

Pat declared, “Neither did I.” 

Marie proceeded, “Last night I decid- 
ed, before I went to sleep that I would 
say ‘No’. But tonight out there in the 
moonlight I had an inspiration just in 
time. The thought came to me that the 
fact, that what was an obstacle to Anna 
Bee, was a solution in my case. My color 
and Walt’s clashing shows that we are 
opposites in a way. I had to go* against 
chemistry or psychology, so I chose the 
one I wanted to go against.” Marie 
finished smilingly. 

“Why, you’ve explained by reasoning, 
exactly,” asserted Pat.” I thought of 
our difference of opinion as due to our 
opposite natures. Then, I followed the 
advice chemistry sets forth.” 

Then Anna Bee explained, “I hap- 
pened to remember about McCoy and 
Miss Temple, both noted chemists, get- 
ting married after writing a book to- 
gether. I decided that they were as much 
alike as Billy Joe and I are.” 

A few minutes of silence passed, then, 
Marie laughed and said, “We used our 
heads, anyway, and they’re the impor- 
tant thing we’ve acquired here.” 

From the “Tennessee Mugwump:” 

Voice on Phone: “John Smith is sick 
and can’t attend classes to-day. He re- 
quested me to notify you.” 

Dr. Wilhelm: “All right, who is this 
speaking?” 

“This is my roommate.” 
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BUGS. 

( Continued from page 6 .) 
out the “Rough-on-rats” or the roach 
destroyer. 

When Solomon said, “Go' to the ant, 
thou sluggard,” we can’t believe that he 
means the same thing as the professor 
who remarks pompously, “My dear 
young ladies, the study of entomology 
is the most elucidating and beneficial 
course in the curriculum.” Solomon was 
merely telling us that there’s more to be 
learned of the bug than how many legs 
he has. And I say unto you these ad- 
ditional words of wisdom — beware of 
the bug, whether he is the ordinary 
variety that society allows you to poison, 
or the humbug who comes nearer poison- 
ing you. Some bugs may be all right 
in some places and so far they seem to 
be a necessary evil, but, I tell you, they 
bear watching. 


PARSONAGES. 

( Continued, from page 5 .) 

The high-backed, carved chair in the 
corner was the gift of Mrs. Fitzhubert, 
and was intended constantly to remind 
each preacher’s family of that lady’s 
self-sacrifice. This one of polished oak 
says that it is here for the sole purpose 
of humiliating the poor, clumsy one 
across the way, and the two of them 
symbolize the life-long quarrel between 
Mrs. Jones and Mrs. Brown. Half 
behind the door stands one which be- 
longs, by rights, in the kitchen, but 
which, if we only knew it, was once the 
handsomest chair in poor Mrs. Greeley’s 
living room. 

A parsonage never fits the size of the 
family living in it. Either it is so large 
that the whole family feels lost in the 
long halls, or it is so small that when 
everyone is settled, there is no place left 
for the “Preacher’s Room,” which is the 
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name that we parsonage children gave, 
long ago, to our guest room, since it was 
reserved for those miscellaneous messen- 
gers of the gospel who dropped in sud- 
denly and at all hours of the day or 
night “on their way through.” 

And yet, all in all, I would not choose 
any other home in the world. Battered 
and disreputable-looking though they 
are, there is no surer place to find youth 
and happiness. Somehow, they seem to 
have caught and kept with them the 
spirits of the little children who do not 
stay long enough to grow old beneath 
their roofs. 


EXCHANGES. 

( Continued from page 22.) 
Benjamin Franklin, ten to one, over 
Anatole France. 

In one of the Phoenix Exchanges we 
see that they wish “to raise criticism to 
a decent level and accomplish more.” 
This is what we hope to do by this 
friendly criticism of our brother maga- 
zine, The Phoenix. 

It has been said that “imitation is the 
sincerest flattery” and we hope that The 
Phoenix will notice that we are in this 
issue adopting their plan of presenting 
Our Contributors to’ the readers, pat- 
terned after their style. 


The Wesleyan acknowledges the 
receipt of the following: The Erothe- 
sian , The Logrin, Verse, Emory Phoenix, 
The Carolinian, The Wofford College 
Journal, The Scroll, Mount Holyoke 
Journal, Panorama, The Depauw Maga- 
zine, The Tattler, The Yellow Jacket. 
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LISTEN TO THE MOCKING 
BIRD. 

( Continued from page 12 ) 
ing up its sleeves and whispering that 
she was trying to marry the poor man. 

To Anne’s surprise she found herself 
seated next to the singer at the dinner. 
She had placed Mary Glenn there no 
more than a half hour ago as she was 
fixing the place cards and had expected 
to sit by Roy Dixon. Bernice, from 
the other side of Randall smiled archly 
at her. “Mr. Randall, you w T ere ask- 
ing about my accompanist the other 
evening. You will find her at your 
right. Miss Aines, Mr. Randall.” 

“Miss Andrews tells me you studied 
piano in New York,” Randall said with 
a really human smile, “and so I am 
wondering if you are Betty Coltor’s Beth 
Aines?” 

“Betty Coltor?” Beth stammered. “I 
suppose I am. I roomed with her two 
years and loved her — Do you know 
her?” 

Again Randall smiled. “Rather. We 
are under the same management and 
sometimes give programs together.” 

“Have you any idea where she is? 
I haven’t heard from her in ages. Why 
you must be Tommie Randall. I’ve 
heard of you” Beth informed him. 

“Tommie happens to be my twin 
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brother” Randall told her. “He and she 
are giving joint concerts now.” 

They went on to discuss teachers of 
voice and piano in New York, tour on 
concert work and Betty Coltor. Beth 
even went so far as to tell him how the 
ill health of her mother had kept her 
from signing a contract to’ go on tour 
with Betty as accompanist. 

Bernice could not let the serenity of 
this last, however. She bent over and 
touched Beth on the arm. “I am going 
to sing now,” she announced. 

There was only a flitting look of pain 
on the face of John Randall before he 
rose to the occasion and pulled out 
Beth’s chair. 

Bernice had consumed a bountiful 
dinner and sang even worse than usual. 
She was more “breathy” than was to be 
expected. She flatted, she swayed, she 
screeched, she shook. Bernice was do- 
ing her best. Never once did a person 
at the table bat an eyelash. Their faces 
took on that hard look of those who 
have suffered only to learn to endure 
further suffering. 

All things come to an end and the 
song was no exception. And with it 
came dessert and finally coffee. The rest 
of the evening was even enjoyable for 
Bernice did not sing again. Beth told 
her that she ought not to sing, when she 
was hoarse and she said that she really 
must take better care of her voice. 

After that night Randall began to 
seek out Beth in little imperceptible 
ways. There were few times when he 
saw her alone. Beth was a popular 
member of the younger set and Randall 
was the lion of the hour. Only twice 
in five weeks did they find an evening 
he and Beth might spend with their 
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music and talking between times of Bet- 
ty Coltor, her beauty, her charms. 

When Randall appeared in public 
there also appeared Bernice Andrews 
and usually Beth. Royceville still chat- 
tered over Bernice and the poor pur- 
sued Randall. Even Beth sympathized 
with him in her secret heart, tho she 
was ashamed of it. That may have been 
her reason for asking Bernice one day, 
“Do you suppose, Bernice, that Mr. 
Randall and Betty Coltor are engaged ?” 

Bernice laughed. “What made you 
think that, for goodness, sake? ,, 

“Well, you know he talks about her 
a good deal and almost all of her last 
letter was about him,” Beth explained. 

“If she is, I feel sorry for her. Any- 
way I don’t think they are,” was Ber- 
nice’s enigmatical reply. 


Beth sighed. She thought so and she 
had hoped to convince Bernice. 

Randall’s visit was drawing to a 
close before he found the third evening 
for him and Beth to spend together. For 
the first half hour they played and sang. 
Then Beth reminded him that he must 
not overdo his throat and introduced 
the subject of Betty Coltor, quite after 
her custom. 

“Look here, Beth,” Randall protest- 
ed. “I am tired of eternally talking of 
Betty. I think the world and all of 
her—” 

“But if you’re going to marry her — ” 
Beth interrupted. 

“Marry her!” John opened his eyes 
with surprise. “What ever put that into 
her head ? I would like her in the 
family since Tom is so set on it but — ” 
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It was fully a half hour Beth stated 
determinedly. “Well I know mother will 
never consent to anything but a church 
wedding.” 

The next morning Beth found the 
usually sunny Bernice in tears. “What 
on earth is the matter?” she inquired, a 
little glad that she might put off her 
news. 

“It’s dad again” sobbed out Bernice. 
“It isn’t as if he couldn’t afford it. But 
he won’t ever get over being a carpenter 
no matter how many years since he quit. 
He never has and never will care about 
culture!” 

“Why, Bernice,” Beth protested. 

“He doesn’t,” Bernice was sobbing 
loudly with her words. “Contracting is 
making gobs of money this year and he 
won’t let me study voice. He won’t. 
He says I’ve got to stay at home and 


live up to my place in society. He says 
that the stage is vulgar. As if I 
w-wonted to be a chorus girl.” She 
dabbed her eyes with an over wet hand- 
kerchief and rose to wash her face. 
“Wasn’t there something special you 
came over for?” 

“Yes, but — ” Beth hesitated. 

“Let’s have it, hon. I want to think 
about something else anyway.” 

“I — John and I” — Beth’s face became 
redder with every word and finally she 
halted. 

Bernice was suddenly all sunshine. 
“Didn’t I know it? Hadn’t I planned it 
all the time? And you said he was en- 
gaged to Betty Coltor.” 

“She’s going to marry his brother, he 
thinks. I — I was afraid you were in love 
with him yourself, Bernice,” Beth con- 
fessed. 

“As if I could think of marrying when 
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I have my career to think of.” Bernice 
was indignant. “Tell me all about it 
now,” she coaxed. 

“Well, Mother wants me to have a 
big wedding — ” 

“In the church,” Bernice interrupted. 

“And John and I want you to be 
maid-of-honor,” continued Beth. 

A startled, hurt look came over the 
tear-stained features of the other girl. 
“B-but Beth, I was always going to sing 
at your wedding. Don’t you remem- 
ber? Aren’t you going to have anyone 
sing?” 

“But, dear,” Beth went on helplessly, 
“I thought you would look so sweet as 
my maid-of-honor in a pink dress.” 

The temptation went by unheeded. 
Bernice’s smiles again came into view. 
“Well, I can wear pink and sing. I’ll 
sing ‘Oh, Promise Me’ and — ” 


Beth left as soon as possible after 
that. 

It was the late afternoon before Beth 
broke the news to John. 

“John,” she began, “I asked Bernice 
to be maid of honor thi$ morning.” 

“Yes,” John encouraged as she hesi- 
tated. 

“And she doesn’t want to be,” Beth 
added. 

“Good,” John said fervently with 
true masculine imperturbability. “Think 
how she’d look.” 

There was a little silence. Then 
Beth went on, “John, she wants to 
sing.” 

John stopped the car suddenly. 
“Beth, I can’t stand it.” 

“But, John—” 

“I tell you I can’t. I loathe church 
weddings but I could stick that. I 
could even stand going to a few parties 
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possible the publication of the Wes- 
leyan. 
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same as admit that you love that Bernice 
Andrews better ?” 

“I don’t think anything!” Beth burst 
out. “I think that you can take me 
home.” 

“Certainly,” John said frostily. The 
drive was made in deep silence and the 
parting polite to* a painful degree. 

Beth retired early. She had eaten 
almost nothing. John was wrong. She 
knew he was. Yet up until she had be- 
gun to argue with him she had been as 
hurt as possible over it all. But if she 
wanted Bernice to sing, John had no 
right to dictate about her wedding. He 
was trying to be temperamental because 
he thought he could sing. She began 
to cry. Her wedding was to be so beau- 
tiful and now it was all spoiled. She 
had thought it was ruined that morning, 
but now — 
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with her before wedding festivities, but 
I can’t and won’t listen to her singing 
before my wedding.” 

Beth’s chin went into the air. “John, 
she is my friend. You forget yourself.” 

“Beth Colter is your friend, too, and 
you said last night that we would have 
her sing.” 

“John, I promised her years ago that 
she could sing at my wedding. She is 
the best friend that I have. I have 
known her long before I met you and if 
you can’t have her sing at your wedding 
you will have to have another wedding 
from mine.” 

Beth was arguing the more determin- 
edly because her heart was on the other 
side. 

“And you said you loved me. Do 
you think that you can love me and the 
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Mary, the colored girl, was standing 
above her when she woke. “Miss Beth, 
Mr. Randall, he’s down stairs to see 
you.” 

John! There was something unpleas- 
ant connected with the name. Oh, yes. 
She and John had quarreled. She hoped 
that he had come to give in. She 
thought that perhaps he had. She was 
glad, but somewhere there was a little 
disappointed feeling. She dressed hur- 
riedly and went down. 

John was standing in the strong light 
which came in at the door. There were 
shadows under his eyes. The little veins 
on his forehead stood out. She had never 
seen a face more worried and sad. Sud- 
denly she was sorry. Why had she wor- 
ried him ? She would tell him that Ber- 
nice need not sing. 

When John saw her, he came toward 
her quickly, holding out a yellow slip of 
paper in his hand. He offered it to her 
silently and she took it. It read, 
“Mother dangerously ill. Come at once. 
Jim.” 

There were tears in Beth’s eyes. 
“I’m sorry,” she said simply. “Is there 
anything in the world I can do?” 

“Beth, I’m sorry about — ” 
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RIALTO 

THEATRE 

March 2-4 
Jack Holt in 

“ The Thundering Herd ” 

March 5-7 
Thos. Meighan in 

“Coming Thru” 

March 9-1 i 
Nazimova-Sills in 

“Madonna of the Streets” 

March 12-14 
Alice Terry in 

“Sackcloth and Scarlet” 

March 16-18 
Eleanor Boardman in 

“Wife of the Centaur” 

March 19-21 
All Star Cast in 
“Potash and Perlmutter in 

Hollywood” 

March 23-25 
Lon Chaney in 

“He Who Gets Slapped ” 

March 26-28 
Constance Tlamadge in 
“Her Night of Romance” 

March 30-April 1 
Florence Vidor in 

“Husbands and Lovers” 

April 2-4 

Joy and Torrence in 
“The Dressmaker 

from Paris” 


“We were both silly, dear,” Beth 
comforted. “Let’s don’t talk about it 
now. You are going this morning of 
course ?” 

“Yes. And Beth—” 

“Yes.” 

“Beth, I — It seems as if I can’t bear 
it alone. Would you — is it asking too 
much after being so selfish — I know we 
didn’t plan to be married until June, 
but — ” He broke off confusedly. 

“You’d like me to marry you and go 
with you?” Beth asked, her hand still on 
his aram. 

John nodded and swallowed before he 
answered, “Please.” 

“John, I’m glad. I want to tell you 
that I didn’t want Bernice to sing either. 
I just thought I’d have to stand by her 
because — but we haven’t time to talk 
about that. If we’re going to catch the 
train, there is a license to get and pack- 
ing to do and mother to get settled and, 
and a million things. Hurry, John.” 
****** 

Mrs. Randall had not been as ill as 
they had thought at first and John and 
Beth were doing the last of their tour 
as stated in the contract before Christ- 
mas. On the way to the theater they 
stopped for the mail. John handed Beth 
two letters and opened one of his own. 
Beth read a little, then interrupted her 
husband. “John, listen to this. Did I 
once say that we had gotten married 
without Bernice singing? 

“Dearest Beth: — 

“I have some wonderful news for you. 
Dad is going to send me to New York 
to study in February. I am so happy 
about it. I want John to write me some 
good teacher to study under. I don’t 
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want my voice ruined by poor teaching. 

‘‘I am still very angry at you for 
marrying and getting off without a word 
to me about it, but it’s Christmas time 
almost and I’ll forgive you. To show 
that I really mean that, I am going to 
give a reception for you on New Year’s 
night. Your mother tells me that you 
will be at home by that time. I am 
going to have a new pink dress, all 
ruffles. 

“I want John to sing. Don’t let him 
off. Molly has promised to play a violin 
solo and Marie is going to read. I have 
a new song called “Among the Roses” 
which I will sing. I am sending you 
a copy so that you can accompany me. 

“Love to you both, 

“Bernice.” 
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LYING. 

( Continued from page 20.) 
well meant. The anecdotes and com- 
ments on its rare pages would brighten 
many a rainy afternoon before the fire- 
side. 

I beg pardon, gentle reader school- 
mates. After reading this elucidating 
volume on lies, I can but speak the truth. 
The word I used was unthoughted, even 
inappropriate. Instead of fireside, which 
implies warmth and light and glowing 
comfort, I meant to say, with all due 
propriety and decorum and truthfulness, 
— radiator. 
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KINKS 

( Continued from page io) 

“Yes, where are they?” Daddy re- 
peated. And he was not crying! 

“They — they are on the floor in my 
room,” I sobbed; “you see, I wanted so 
badly to be a boy ... so I could grow 
up and be a great big man like you, 

Daddy — ”. His hand relaxed a little. 

So I took hope. 

“So-so I just kissed my elbow, like 
Mammy said, and — and my hair fell off 
— and now I’m yo ‘allses’ little boy!” 
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back riding require any particular appli- 
cation?” 

Second Twitter: “No; arnica or 
Sloan’s Liniment — one’s as good as the 
other .” — Wisconsin Octopus . 
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Engraving for the 
College Girl 

Engraving speaks with an eloquent 
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